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walls of country hotels, in proportion as they are farther
from London. (There is one of Mr. Garth in a humble
ale-house on the Reading road, whose description of the
Garth Hunt was passed on to me long ago as: "Fust
come the gentlemen from Sandhurst, then the gentle-
men from the Staff College, then the gentlemen from
Aldershot, then the fox, then the hounds, and, last of all,
poor bloody old Garth!35) Mr. Gough had been an
Oxford rowing man and a county cricketer in his day;
and very old and blind had caught salmon on his fishing
in Norway, being told where to cast by his wife. He knew
all about birds, and was ardent in the shooting of some
and the preservation of others; he upheld the local
Bench for fining his keeper for shooting a Montagu
Harrier, and, of course, paid the fine himself. Much of
our conversation concerned such subjects as that, but
some of it ran like this:

G:   So you knew Sir Alfred Bateman, did you? He

was a goodish cricketer. He was secretary to Lord

Palmerston. But I suppose Palmerston was before

your time?

S:    I'm afraid he was.
G:   I thought so; enterprising fellow.  Did you know

W.G.?

S:    No, I wish I had; but I once saw him play.
G:   Most amusing fellow.   I doubt if we shall see

anyone like him again!   Did you know Alfred

Lyttelton?
S:    No. Of course I Ve often seen him and heard him

speak; but I only wish I had known him.
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